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walk;   then another hour at Bodley;   then dinner   CHA] and endless talk until 2 A.M.   Has fifteen children!   J^ P. is busy on a history of the Roman Empire.   Full        ^ of enthusiasm (shared by Mommsen) for Gibbon; his scent for the exact value of an authority quite unerring.   P. complained of the bad effect of lecturing upon a man's book style, and I am disposed thoroughly to agree, though Maine in England, and three or four Frenchmen,  like Villemain,  Cousin,  Guizot,  Kenan above all, point the other way.
The merest sketch composed to divert the leisure of a combatant jam rude donatus would be superficial if it were to recall only a man's activities and to leave out his moods. The diarist who dwells too long or makes too much of his hours of various, casual, and unconnected musing will be luckier than he deserves if he escapes the Morbid. It amuses me to run the risk. The result is far from remarkable either for depth or originality, but the diarist here made up for his own shortcomings, and fortified and entertained himself by keeping the best literary company. I have often myself said, though I am commonly a man of good though pretty serious spirits, that "low spirits'7 are what we call the mood in which we see things as they are. I know that d'Alembert has somewhere said something of the same sort. Lo, here is Byron:
The glance
Of Melancholy is a fearful gift ; What is it but the telescope of truth Which strips the distance of its fantasies And brings life near in utter nakedness, Making the cold reality too real.
Swift deserved his own account of himself in the terrible epitaph at St. Patrick's: "Abi viator, etion than Harcourt 7s reply to a remark of mine. "All this clatter VOL. I                                                          T      Sk again. Still, if the country would accept reduction as helping to a solution, he would make no difficulty."
